THE   HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

resisted the temptation to enter either that noble inn
"The Talbot" or the little old "Anchor" which went
from father to son all the generations from the Armada to
just the other day. The seven miles from Ripley to
Guildford is dull going, even when not infested by cars
coming from behind, and I was not sorry when I got to
Guildford. It was a temptation to stop there for the
night. But Godalming had been my objective; unlike
Mr. Belloc, when he marched on Rome, I had not made a
vow not to use "any wheeled thing," nor indeed any vow
at all; and though I had had quite enough walking and
the pack had become a burden to the flesh, I went on. I
caught a train to Godalming. When I got there, I had
suddenly got so stiff in the evening air that I hired a taxi
to take me the few hundred yards to the hotel.

It was almost ten. I had once been known there and I
had no doubt about a bed, as the swarm of Charterhouse
parents would not be there in the holidays. The bed
arranged, I asked after my old friend the landlord, and

was told: "Oh, Mr.--------he isn't here any longer." So

sad it is to leave such gaps between visits. But, happily,
cold beef was there, and the bed was there, and very
soon, glad that I hadn't hard ground under me or the
wind on the heath whistling round my ears, I was snug
in the bed. I just managed to turn the light out, and fell
into dreamless sleep.
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